
More Official Tyranny.
"Thar's somethin' in this hyar paper, Jasiah.

about a Gover'ment bureau for the Indians," observedItfrs. Hayseed.
'Ha!" came from Josiah, accompanied by an

angry snort. "Another expense to be saddled onto
the sufferin' taxpayers of this tax-ridden land!
Another scheme fer extortin' the dollars from the
pockets of a downtrodden people! Of course thet
blamed gang o' savages out West must hev a

bureau. They couldn't manage to git aloug with-
out It. A bureau is necessary to their heathenish
happiness, and so this hyar Gover'snent steps in
an* gives them a bureau to be paid for by the
chaps who earn their bread by the sweat o' their
brow. Oh, yes; the Indians must hev a bureau,
while I. Josiah Hayseed, a citizen an' a taxpayer,
hev to pay my share toward gittin' it fer them,
an' am obleeged to content myself with a six by
eight lookin' glass an' a dry goods box. Dod rot
sech a dod-blanked country, anyhow!"

<j><J><S>

f-liS Request.

donjt care to ask ye for
alms, fair lady. No, I
_merely seeks de aid of ^^'-'wlssi
yer skillful needle. May
I rely on yer assistance?
HO U SEWIFE.Cerhas

here a button, mum, Jg|P

The world had moved, Enfield
of endeavor was de- j|

have no purpose to fise |
not satisfied with my as-

*,
suranee, they may come i CilPSlHi i .

themselves and count the _";<>

MOTHER.Well, what *

did the minister ask you '

WILLIE.He asked me

what I'd hev done if I'd

MOTHER . And what C
did you tell him? ; j
WILLIE.I told him I Pj';U 1MB'llfl./

wouldn't a done a t'lng (f' i I .1
but fish an'swim. ^

Ueterai). j; |j|^| 1 \
FIRST VETERAN.So j '/ 1 [ ; V,2

you fought all through '< | |
"*

the war. did you? j \\ 5, 1'« V
SECOND VETERAN. | \\ \\- J
Yes. i|| | :yFIRST VETERAN .I j ! \ j0didn't know you were j

inthe war. 1 w
SECOND VETERAN. | j £Neither I was. I was at Bg

home with my wife. Jr;; > /

Up to Date. | ]/,
BENSO N.I see the | pT /< \

"red headed girl and the £ JjA ^
'w/

white horse" expression \»n
has been slightly altered. \
DENSON.What's the W'VW

change? //.
BENSON.Why. if you V

see a girl now you are
+rs. a/v/v n .V.1^

auic iu occ a wunc ui hi

cycle.
^ .-/itSunday School.

TEACHER.What is
your name?
PUPIL.N-or-M.
TEACHER.Who gave

you this name?
PUPIL (candidly).I ! .

I dunno. All the folks I
know calls me Johnny.

<$><$>

U/orse Tban a Sr)ou/8tor/n.
LORD DE LIVERUS.It.aw.seems to.aw.,

me you have to spend a great deal of money on

the Street Cleaning Department in New York.
W'y is it you 'ave to?
OLD BILLIONS.We have to remove the "h's"

dropped by our English visitors.

prom Sapdu/lcl? to Sai}du/iel>.
"Strange about that saloon keeper who was

ruined by the Raines bill and gave up his Raines

."What's strange?"
"He has become a sandwich man."

/ ftou; JJ?ey- U/cr>t.
THE ADMIRER OF HEROES.And I suppose

you were overjoyed when you got the order to
embark for the scene of war?
THE HERO.Oh, yes. We went into a regular

transport.
/

-

.

\

Jhe Test of Friendship.
FIRST ARKANSAS MOUNTAINEER.Say, Joe,

hev yo' got any thin' agin me as a man?
SECOND DITTO.No, of co'se not, Tom.
"Anythin' agin me as a friend?"
"No."
"Sartlnly not."
"And yo' feel that yo' kin trust me?"
'O co'se. What is it, Tom?" .

"Kin I speak right out, Joe?"
rur suan.

"Wall, then, hand me th^it plug o' terbacker y^'
Jest bought at the stoh and don't watch me while
I bite off a hunk!"

<5><sks.

f\ q^stQut Fre5*? fro/n KaI?5aS.
CLARENCE.Why were they called "the wlsfe

men of the East?"
MR. CALLIPERS.Because they travelled west,

my son.

<s><s*s>

THE HEIGHT (

WX|
i \\

* f1® %

\.®;

"My poor man, I would gladly aid you, bi
"Sweet lady, a kiss from dy fair lips 'ud

flis l/ieu/s
ORTHO DOX.But you used to laugh at the

verv idea of Jonah's living three days and three
night? inside of a whale.
HETERO DoX.Yes, I .know; but you see I've"

lived in a Harlem flat over three months since

then.
<S><8><S>

Qrou;io<? f/lc;ely, T^agK You.
OLD NUTTE.What! More bills to pay? I

thought you assured me that you had sown all
your wild oats.
YOUNG NUTTE.So I have. These bills are for

cultivating the crop. sir.
<$><$*$>

Tl?e Oi}ly U/ay to pir>d TbtynBLACK.I'dask you up, but my wife Is cleaning*
house.
WHITE.In the middle of Winter? What's that

for?
BLACK.Because I'm all out of collar buttons.

fi. NeW flero.
The African explorer sat In lonely solitude;
The arctic hero by himself was left to pine and

brood;
The handsome Cuban patriot, who bore a hundred

scars,
No longer found an audience to hear his tales of

wars.

The centre rush who'd killed his man unworshippedstood apart:
The foreign count had not a soul to seek his hand

and heart.
The company were gathered round that hero, new

and rare.
The man who'd safely crossed the cable track at

Union square.
<S*»<S>

ffo U/ot)d^r.
RAG DOLL.Why so sad? »
PAPER DOLL.Can't you see? I've been cut out!

<§><§*$>

DP IAVPUDENGE. '

I
^ ^

J^9s

Lit l nave not a cent witn me.

be wort* t'ousands of dollars t' yourn truly'"

f\n\or)Q tl)e Assets.
ASSIGNEE.'This horseshoe on the desk was

picked up is the road*by Cohen the very day beforehe failed in business. I guess the old superstitionabout their bringing luck is no good. »
GOLDSTEIN.'I subbose nodt. Say, vould you

take tventy dollars for dot shoe?"

6l?e J4ad figured it /HI Out
EBERS.Men take women for what they are

worth.
MARIE (not a Juno by any means).I doubt that.

From my observations I should say that men take
women for their face value only.

<SxSx$>

l/ery CiiK^ly.
GLADYS.Why, bless my soul! Just look at

Mrs. Beefand. She is getting as stout as a market

GRACE.She Is probably training to be Marie
Antoinette at the next fancy ball.

They Were Related. >* S^Oi1"I notice," said the affable manager of the Sum- "" ^J|[ fcg>: k
mer theatre to the leading lady, "quite a strong r\
resemblance between the soubrette and yourself. **J
Although you do not look It," he continued gallantly,"may I ask if your relations are not those fraKyy,,l a'-L.'-- 20
of mother and daughter?" '
"Yes, sir," said the leading lady, gazing proudly ]$ *ri

at the winsome form of the 'Little Cyclone of Mer- |?H
riment,' "and mamma carries her years well,

f\s Qood as a Board i93 House.
COLONEL PEPPERS.You were lost on the * *1

desert for three weeks oncev Professor? k*' -Af-M yt®)PROFESSOR.Yes. ^ g |£ f^F/it'?rCOLONEL PEPPERS.How did you" manage k
* pMt

PROFESSOR.Splendidly* There*were lots of ** »v^,. MM
wind currents, you know, and these, mixed with r**l 1 r!vw;'

the sand, made me imagine I wai eating prunes. k Je

"Suppose," s u ggested J\
the teacher, "that you > w

f take a piece of beefsteak VJil.{/'. V and cut it into halves, W/hjM-''Ijl'jk J.I j then cut the halves into ^ A
Ml! ! quarters, the quarters

''ir |i v" into eighths, and the

Vjjl eighths into sixteenth's. **|
Into what could the six- *, S/N^p'|g| .>S)
teenths be cut?" k*;M (r^

/ ^ | Hasti," responded «]wi
T6mmy. whose mother V I fcjj
kept a boarding house. * » \\
And the class In frac- * *

i t.lons was dismissed.

|HASKINS.I once knew
a man reared in the midst =f|CW <$ jflRH
Of crime who was finally '*f*' ^ Jr

^ called to the chair of a

PERKINS.Well, that |\V^V
Is an example of what a *)§W #/--$

LfSStX man can do in SDite of his

"What would you con- ^ ^
tion for your departed Alf|P n1
husband?" asked the jf ^ 'yjj
"Just put his <name In ( " / iMmPfjSwy^1^ raised letters," sobbed nBl ' \ ^ AJ ';S:

^ ^ ^new ^e ^a^ ^en a I

Father, please drag ' *t
,

my name In the dust."
It was a strange plea. n||« v̂,mm .«» .<4 Reluctantly the father

appealed to inserted his
son's name Inr the will.

/IVicl? Better for tl?e purpose ** :

DRUMMER (to woman traveller).Pardon me, ** i^sT^l ^5madam, but would you mind lending me a hand- *» 3̂kerchief to wipe the dust off my face? * \ jgI:Vs
WOMAN.I have a pumice ,stone for my nails **vtCwhich you might use instead. Contract with brass % flV W

would injure my handkerchief.

Jl^ Greater flVsfortuoe.
INTERESTED ACQUAINTANCE.I hear your W^Lte!*]house was entered by burglars last night. Bid jJR0
MR. NEWLYBLESSED (sleepily).No. but they

f\ l^eu^l JHeaded Guy. :

BUNKO BILL.That guy wac so level headed I .wis)kind o' hated to swipe his roll. * : j|S^ltr\
STEERING SAM.How's that, pardner? * * i ffyVs?1 H
BUNK6 BILL.Before leavin' Hickory Corners * *


